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towards the road and one looking away from the road. The stucco
was of a whitish-yellowish colour and was peeling off. It was
stained here and there, too, with stains of a rusty brown. Only
an expert in the decline of material substance under weather
invasions could have interpreted these stains. They were not
lichen. They were not moss. They looked like rusty blood; but
they could not have really been blood; for no one would have
thrown blood against the wall of a house eight or nine feet from
the ground? Weather stains they obviously were, of chemical
origin; but this did not lessen the strangeness of the fact that
these rusty stains upon this stucco house had seen fit to assume
the surprising shape of a map of North and South America.
On the left-hand side of this tiny house was an open shed, one
portion of which served as the roosting-place for half a dozen
white fowls who were now wandering in the adjoining field.
At the back of the house was one of those large dykes or rhynes
on the edge of which grew three pollarded willows; and between
this little stream and the back door of the one single ground-floor
room there was a small vegetable garden, the leafy promise of
which was a good deal further advanced above the loamy clay
than in either of the grand bourgeois gardens tended by Mr.
Weather wax.
Seated in his shed, sharpening a faggot of sticks for the support
of his young peas, crouched the owner of Backwear Hut, a very
old man called Abel Twig.
No sooner did Jackie catch sight of Mr. Twig than he caused
his lieutenant Nelly to proclaim a halt.
It was not difficult to obtain obedience to this command, so
exhausted was the main body of the Alley Gang; and Bert, slip-
ping like a sack of flour from the back of Sis, was soon propped
up against the iron railings, through which his round eyes stared
in wonder at the map of North and South America.
The small hands of Jackie, Nelly and Sis clung in a row to the
topmost railing of Mr. Twig's sole line of defense while the hat-
less heads of Jackie, Nelly, and Sis looked down in unabashed
curiosity upon the interior of Mr. Twig's shed.
"Hullo!" cried Jackie in a shrill voice. "Hullo, Number One!"
In every town of the size of Glastonbury there are produced